CHAPTER      TWENTY

me with a spirit of adventure - I felt that this train
was pressing forward into lands unknown, like a
pioneer, warning all who might try to hinder it,
braving whatever might come its way. It was not
meant to be beautiful, yet often it had a ringing
beauty. That, in itself, is typical of a continent
which is filled with so many things which are beauti-
ful, as it were, by accident, like the skyscraper, or
the great steel cranes that stretch out their arms to
you at the entrance to Chicago.

Then, at length, we passed across the desert,
People had spoken slightingly to me about the
desert. The desert, they declared, was a bore. The
desert, they asserted, got into one's soup. The only
thing to do about the desert, they maintained, was to
ignore it*

Ignore it? The desert made me drunk with
beauty, I would stand on the observation car, staring
at its bleak, wrinkled bosom, fascinated by its im-
mense and timeless sterility. As the sun went down,
the desert took on a hectic flush. Against a lavender
sky the gaunt cactus trees stood out like sentinels in
some regiment of the damned. Black and still, in
lines which stretched to infinite distances, those cac-
tuses guarded the treasure of the desert, which was
dust. It was a superbly theatrical prelude to the
*aost theatrical city in the entire world. It gives one
a feeling of descending into hell. And that, of course,
is the feeling which ought to have possessed me.
For we were nearing Hollywood,
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